pool of the light and into               again* He turned a

corner and followed a yet quieter street and turned
presently from it into a lane between massed banks of
honeysuckle higher than his head and sweet on the
night air. The lane was dark he increased Ms pace.
On either hand the upper stories of houses- rose above
the honeysuckle^ with BOW and then a lighted window
among the dark trees* He kept close to the wall and
went swiftly on9 passing now between back premises.
After a while another house loomed^ and a serried row
of cedars against the paler sky5 and lie stole beside a
stone wall and so came opposite the garage. He stopped
here and sought in the lush grass beneath the wall and
stooped and picked up a poles which he leaned against
the wall. With the aid of the pole he mounted on to
the wall and thence to the garage roof,

The house was darks and presently he slid to the
ground .and stole across the lawn and stopped beneath
a window. There was a light somewhere toward the
front9,but no soundf no movement; and he stood for a
time listening* darting his eyes this way and that*
covert and ceaseless as a cornered animal.

The screen responded easily to his knife5 and he
raised it and listened again. Then with a single scram-
bling motion he was in the roomf crouching. Still no
sound save the thudding of his heart^ and the whole
house gave off that unmistakable emanation of tem-
porary desertion* He drew out his handkerchief
wiped his mouth.

The light was in the next room^ and he went on. The
stairs rose from the end of this room and he scuttled
silently across it and mounted swiftly into the upper
darkness and groped forward until he touched a wall,
then a door* The knob turned in Ms fingers.
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